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THE DOOM OF ALI,

: (A Persian Legend.)

At eve there walked In Ispahan
A man of mystio lore,

And by his slde there strode a friend
Not met for years bofore.

“How goes life with thee, Ali?"

- The man of magle sald,

"“I'he shelk, the father, does he live,
Or'is he long since dead? -

"Hast thou of steeds flect as the wind,
And camels, many a one?

Hast thou a wife, and that best gift
Of Heaven, a manly son?"

“Thunke be to God who gives all
wdl”
»Bald Al .in reply,
“My father lives to rule his tribe,
Age hath not dimmed his eye,

“And when we chase the fleet gazelle
My horses lead the van,

My camels carry goods of price
In many o carnvan.,

“A faithful wife sits in my tent
And mourns her absent lord,
My sons are handsome, strong and
good,
And gkilled with spear and sword.”

“Now, by my beard,” the gorcerer
cried,
“Thou art @ happy man,
{'d rather have thy place today
Than rule in Ispahan.

“How happens that I find thee here,
Where merchants strive for gain?
What brought thee to the pent-up

town?
What drove thee from the plain?”

“There came a vision In my sleep,"”
Then Ali slowly sald,

--‘/"To tell me that this very night

I should be lying dead.”

As All epoke a welrd form came
Out from the darkening West,
With gloomy eyes and wan pale face
In funeral raiment dressed,

“And what is that?" he asked the seer,
Haltilng with bated breath,

YT js Azrael dread,” was the reply,
“Whom mortals know as dedath.”

Then Ali bowed him to the ground
And cried aloud in fear, -

.~ “I pray thee use thy magle power

To send me far from here,” | e

The wizard spoke a mystic word,
And Ali dlsappeared,
Transported to a far-off land,
Far from the form he feared. g
2 -

“Who walked with thee but m...l..

pray,"”
Agked Death as he drew near.-*
“All, a friend of youthful years
Wag with me,” sald the seer.

“He feared thee and I used a power
That has been given me

To gend him gafe to India
To save his soul from thee.”

“'Tis pussing strange,” sald Death at
this,
“At early morning's light
God ordered me to call for him
In India tonight."
—Miller Purvis.
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Silas Gordon's Daughter,
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It was o hot day in July when Walter
Alnsworth left the dusty, noisy ecity
for a few weeks' stay at an old home-
atead in the highlands, BScarcely had
he arrived at the hospltable coun-
try home and exchanged greetings
with Mr. West and his kindly wife
when the children began to tell him of
Mi=s Gordon, their boarder, who had
been sent into the country for the ben-
ofit of her health,

“There she comes now!” exclaimed
little Robert West, and, looking to-
ward the woodland, Mr, Alnsworth saw
approaching & slight, dark-eyed
maiden, simply attired In a blue serge
skirt wih a plnk cotton walst, while
& broad-brimmed hat of coarge siraw
was {led under her chin with white
muslin strings.

As he seated himself at the bounti-
ful supper table, Misg Gordon quletly
entered, and, as an Introduction was
given, glipped into the chalr beslide
him. Mr. Alnsworth chatted merrily
with Robert, planning fishing ewcur-
gions and long tramps over the hills,
now and then addressing a remark to
Misg Gordon, who listened with sym-
pathetic attention. When he looked
at the girlish, Innocent face beside

" him, Walter Alnsworth realized that
& new and charming element had en-

° %ered into hig annual vacation at the

0id farmhouse on the hill.

Happy were the summer days as
oy flew by! Often ns Mr. Alnsworth
and Robert came home at night carry-
ing thelr fishing rods over their shoul-
ders, with a basket of fish that was
some times full and sometimes empty,
Miss Gordon and littie Mollle West
would eome over the hills to meet
them, and enliven the long walk with
jests and laughter. Sometimes the
whole family would crowd into the
big spring wagon and ride away for a
plenie at some picturesque point in the
neighberhood. Sometimes when ralny

. weather kept them indoors Miss Gor-

don would entertain the children with
games and stories.

One evening Wier the little ones
were put to bed and Mr. Alnsworth

" was sitting on the moonlit porch talk-
ing %o Miss Gordon, he complimented
her en her never-failing fund of
amusemenis with which she beguiled
#he children,

«Wel), you see, I teach in a kinder-
garien in the clty during the winter,”
she sald, half-apologeticaly. *That Is
where 1 learned to love children.”

“Where do you teach?” he asked,

| with interest.

Sho mentloned the name of one of
the free kindergartens of the city.

“It {s a noble work,” sald he, en-
thustastically, “anA for a young wom-
an who wants to .arn her own lving
I should think it would be a pleasant
occupation,”

A look of surprise crossed her face
and then she turned away with a quiet
smile,

Finally came the end of all these

dreaming summer days,
* The golden sun was just sinking be-
hind the western hills, touching the
roof of the old home with a mellow
light and investing the penceful land-
geape with new beanty, whea Walter
Ainsworth stood in the doorway look-
ing anxlously about for Mlss Gordon.
Hig eye canght a gleam of pink in the
distance and he could faintly discern
her form half-hidden by the follage of
the trees, He walked quickly down
the orchard path and found her lean-
Ing upon the rustic fence as she watch-
ed the last rays of the dying sun fade
from out the sky.

“I have just finished the prepari-
tions for my departure early tomorrow
morning,” sald he, as she turned to
greet him with her usual frank smille,
“Tomorrow I will be back in the busy,
bustling city and hard at work ngaln."_‘
He paused a moment and then spoke
in a lower tone: “'I wonder if you will
miss me?"

The girl dropped her eyes and finger-
ed the strings of the hat that swung
careledsly on her arm.

“Of course I ghall misa you,”
gald, tremulously.

“This has been the happlest sum-
mer I have spent at the old farm-
house,” sald he. “I wish I might dare
to hops it has been as much to you a8
it has been to me."

Still the brown eyes were overcast
and the little fingers twisted the hat
strings, while a lght flush crept into
the rounded cheeka,

Something in her attitude and man-
ner emboldened him to proceed: "You
know, I am only & poor struggling
lawyer, Yet, ag I have hopes of the
future, my dearest wish shall be to
win your regard.”

“You know so littla of me,” she
sald at last, raising her eyes for an
instant and then dropping them aguln
as &he sdw the ardent gaze he Dbent
upon her,

“I have learned to know you well,"”
he said. “We might have known each
other & year in ordinary soclal inter-
course and yet not be ag well acquaint-
ed as we are after three weeks in this
unconventional atmosphere.”

He took her hand with a strong,
protectipg grasp. *I shall not ask for
a definite answer now. Let me come
to see you ot your home in the city.
Let me have a talk with your father,
Where can I ses him?"”

A amile dimpled her cheeks as she
gaid: “I will write and Inform you
as goon as I return to the city.
Father fs away just now, but when he
comes back I will agk him to com-
municate with you."

The children came romping and
laughing down the pathway, urging
Migs Gordon to come In and sing for
them, so Walter Ainsworth was forced
to be content with a formal leave-

ghe

Two weeks had passed since his re-
turn to the eity, and Walter Alns-
worth was becoming somewhat Impa-
tient at the enforced separation, when
one morning the mail brought him a
daintily penned missive from Allce
Gordon, stating that she was at home
and would be glad to see him fn the
evening. As he lald down the letter,
after half a dozen rendings, he mer
chanically openad another, which he
noticed bore the printed heading of
one of the liargest business firms In
the city., It was from Alice’'s father
and contained a brief but cordial In-
vitation to call at his office at an ap-
pointed hour in the afterncon. It was
gigned with the name of Silas Gordon,
and ns he glanced at the bold signa-
ture Walter Ainsworth sprung from his
chalr in apstonishment, It was the
pame of the hend of the firm, a mil-
Honaire, and one of the most Influen-
tial men in the great city.

“Impossible!” sald he, and hastily
turned to the city directory to ses if
there could be two persons by that
name, The name of Silas Gordon oc-
curred but once, and the house ad-
dress corresponded with that given by
his daughter In her little note,

Walter Alnsworth paced rapldly
back and forth across the room, as he
revlewed his acqualntance with Alice.
Her simple dress, her natural, unaf-
fected manner, and, above all, her
statement that she was a kindergarten
teacher, had given him the impreasion
that her family were in only ordinary
clrcumstances. Suddenly he recalled
the fact that a number of wealthy
girls in the city had [nstituted the free
kindergarten system, and a few had
even donated thelr services as teach-
erg. "“What an idiot I have been!" he
ejaculated, “What must they think
of me!" and the painful thought cross-
ed his mind that perhaps Mr. Gordon's
request to call at his office velled an
intention to give a harsh dismissal to
the audacious lover.

Summoning all his reselution, how-
ever, at the appointed hour he entersd
the offices of Mr. Gordon and sent In
his name. He was immediately usher-
ed into a handsomely furnished pri-
vate room and a dignified, gray-hairad
gentleman rose to greet him, Without
walting for Mr. Gordon to, introduce
the subject, he began to speak of his
acguaintance with Miss Gordon. ™I
could not help but love her,” he sald,
“put 1 would never have addressed her
had I known that she was your daugh-
ter.” He then spoke of his own pros-
pects and said in conclusion: *T trust
_you will understand that I now realize
the ‘difference between her situation
and my own and while I shall never
forget her kindmess 1 will withdraw
the words I have spoken (o her.”

The elder mun heard him through In
sllenes and then turned to him with

a kindly smile. “What you have sald,
Mr. Ainsworth, only confirms the re-
port I have received from my daugh-
ter and increases my respect for you,
I was & poor young man myself some
years ago and it has always been my
desire that my daughters should be
chogen for themselyes and not for their
wealth or worldly advantages. My
wife and T have been spending the
summer in Germany with my cldest
daughter, who married a German
count,” He paused & moment and his
countenance fell. *“I suppose ghe is
happy enough, but I would much pre-
fer that she had an American husa-
band."

As If to terminate the interview, he
rose to his feet. “Suppose you comé
up to our home this evening? Perhaps
Allece can gettle this question.”

As Walter Ainsworth approached a
handsome stone house, situated on an
aristocratic avenue, he sgaw an elegant
carrlage drive up and Alice hergelf
alight and walk rapldly up the steps.
Could this stately young woman,
dressed In a handsome costume of silk
and velvet, be his girlish companion
of the summer? His heart sunk with-
in him,

He was shown Into an exquisite little
reception-room, richly furnished in
white and gold. Five, ten, fifteen min-
utes passed and still Miss Gordon did
not appear. Suddenly he heard a
faint rustle and turned quickly toward
the doorway. The curtains parted and
there stood a slight, dark-eyed girl,
simply dressed In an old blue serge
skirt, with & pink cotton waist, while
2 battered straw hat swung on her
arm. A merry yet tender smile lighted
up her face.

“You see I have not changed.
you?" ghe sald,

“SBay no more, dearest,” he whisper-
ed, as he took her in his longing arms.
“The gifts of the gods are not to pe
denled."—Chlicago Dally News,
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Gravos of the Fresldents.

Washington's tomb is a brick vaull
at Mount Vernon.

John Adams and his son, John Quin-
oy Adams, lie buried in a granite vault
beneath the Unitarian church at Quin-
¢y, Mnss,

Thomas Jefferson lles under an obe-
lisk In a little graveyard on the road
from Charlottesville, Va,, to Monticello.

James Madlson rests on the old Mad-
ison estate near Montpeller, Hanover
county, Va,

James Monroe’s body lies beneath a
huge block of polished Virginia marble
in Hollywood cemetery, Richmond, Va.

Andrew Jackson reposes under a
massive granite monument amid a
grove of magnolias in a corner of the
Hermitage, near Naghville, Tenn,

Martin Van Buren is burled in the
family lot in the village cemetery at
Kindcrhoolk, N. Y.

William Henry Harrison sleeps at his
home at North Bend, on the Ohio riv-
er, an unfenced mound over the family
vault marking his grave.

John Tyler's vine-covered grave lles
within a few feet of Monroe's, in Holly-
wood cemetery, Rlchmond,

James K. Polk is buried in the pri-
vate garden of the family homestead at

taking in the presence of the family. ¥ naehyille, Tenw., a limestone monu-

ment with Doric columns marking his
resting place.

Zachary Taylor's ashes were Interred
at Cave Hill cemetery, Loulsville, Ky,
and subsequently removed to Frank-
fort.

Millard Fillmore's grave
Lawn cemetery Is 8urrounded by
glately shaft of Sccteh granite.

Franklin Plerce sleeps under a mar-
ble monument in the cemetery at Con-
cord, N. H,

James Buchanan is burled at Wood-
ward Hill cemetery, Lancaster, Pa., a
simple block of Itallan marble forming
the headstone.

Abraham Lincoln rests under a great
plle of marble, granite and bronze in
the Oak Ridge cemetery at Springfield,
11L

Andgew Johnson lies on 4 cone-shap-
od eminence near Greenville, Tenn., on
which his sons have erected a marble
monument with o granite base.

Ulysses S. Grant wlill sleep, after
April 27, in the magnificent temple on
Riverside Heights, near which his re-
mains Ho in a temporary receptacle,

Rutherford B. Hayes is buried at
Fremont, 0.

James A. Garfleld reposes under a
towering monument in Lake View cem-
etery, Cleveland, O,

Chester A. Arthur is buried in Rural
cemetery, Albany.
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Mothods of Aunthors.

George Ellot generally wrote deubled
up on a sofa, her feet curled under
her, sofa pillows and a pad of paper
on her lap.

Mrs. Brownping generally wrate In
bed.
Harriett Prescott Spofford writes
anywhere—on her lap—meanwhile
taking an animated part in the con-
versation going on about her.

Anthony ‘Trollope always wrote
gtandlng up very straight at a high
desk, with his watoh before him, tim-
ing himself to a certain length of
duty.

waittler and Longfellow were very
methodleal, always had their desks in
perfect order and demanded ubter
quiet. .

Walt Whitman could write any-

the edge of & newspaper In an omnl
bus, his elbow all the time joggled by
the driver, quite serens and comfort-
able,

Cake Without Eggs.—One coffea cur
ot ered—two large table-
spoonfuls of buttes.rubbed into the su-
gar, one and a half cups of flour, ome-
Ralf oap of sweet cream, one-half tea~
spoaafel of eoda. Bake quickly In small

ting, and eat while fresh and warm.

whepe, He has been seen writing on |'

TALMAGE'S SERMON,

OUR OWN TIMES,
SUBJECT,

SUNDAY'S

Text Acts, 18;806: “David After He Had
Served Hls Own  Generation by the
Wil of tiod Fell on Sleep”—UGood Ad-
wvige for Lawmakers.

That Is & text which has for a long
time been running through my mind.
Sermons have a time to be born as well
a8 4 time to dle; a eradle ns well ag a
grave. David, cowboy and gstone-
slinger, and fighter, nnd dramatist, and
blank-verse writer, and prophet, did
his best for the people of his time, and
then went and lald down on the gouth-
ern hill of Jerusalem in that sound
slumber which mnothing but an arch-
angelic blast can gtartle, "David, after
he bad served his own generation by
the will of God, fell on sleep.” It was
his own generation that he had served;
that is, the people living at the time
he lived. And have you ever thought
that our responsibilitles are chlefly
with the people now walking abreast of
us? There are about four generations
to a century now, but in olden times,
life was longer, and there was, perhaps,
only one generation to a century. Tak-
Ing these facts Into the calculation, T
make a rough guess, and say that there
have lLeen at least one huudred and
elghty generations of the human fam-
fly. With reference to them we have
no responsibility. We can not teach
them, we cannot correct their mis-
takes, we cannot soothe their sorrows,
we cannot heal their wounds. Their
sepulchres are deaf and dumb to any-
thing we might say of them, The last
rezjlpent of that great army has pass-
ed out of sight. We might halloo as
loud as we could; not one of them
would avert his head to see what we
wanted. 1 admit that I am In sym-
pathy with the child whose father had
suddenly died, and who in her little
evening prayer wanted to continue to
pray for her father, although he had
gone info heaven and no more needed
her prayers, and looking up Into her
mother’s face, sald: “Oh, mother, 1
cannot leave him all out. Let me say,
thank God that I had a good father
once, 50 I can keep him in my pray-
ers,”

But the one hundred and eighty gen-
erations have passed off. Passed up.
Passed down. Paesed forever. Then
there are generations to come after our
earthly existence has ceased. We
shall not see them; we shall not hear
any of their volees; we will take no
part in their convocations, thelr elec-
tlons, their revolutions, their catas-
trophies, their triumphs, We will in
no wise affect the 180 generations gone
or the 180 generations to come, except
as from the galleries of heaven the
former generations look down and
rejoice at our vlctories, or as we may,
by our behavior, start Influences, good
or bad, that shall roll on through the
advancing nges. But our business ls,
like David, to sorve, our own genera-
tlon, the people now living, those
whose lungs now breathe, and whose
Learts now beat. And mark you, it
{8 not a silent procession, but moving.
It is a “forced march” at twenty-four
miles a day, each hour belng a mile.
Going with tthat celerity, it has got
to be a guick service on our part, or
no service at all. We not only cannot
teach the 180 generations past, and will
not tee the 180 generations to come,
but (his generation now on the stage
will poon be off, and we ourselves will
be of with them. The fact is, that
you nnd I will have to start very soon
for cur work, or it will be Ironical and
garcistie for any one after our exit to
say (f us, as It was sald of David, “Aft-
er ht had served his own generation by
the will of God, he fell on sleep.”

Well, now, let us look around earn-
egtly, prayeriully, in a common sense
way, and see what we can do for our
ow?l generation. First of all, let us
s¢o to It that, as far as we can, they
have enough to eat, The human body
is #0 constituted that three times a day
the body needs focd ns much as a lamp
needs oll, as much as a locomoltive
needs fuel. To meet this want God
has girdled the earth with apple orch-
ards, orange groves, wheat fields, and
gceans full of fish, and prairies full of
cattle. And notwithstanding this, I
will undertake to say that the vast
majorlty of the human family are now
suffering either forrlack of food or the
right kind of food. Our civilization is
all askew, and God only can set it
right. Many of the greatest estates
of today have been built out of the
blood and bones of unrequited toil. In
olden times, for the bullding of forts
and towers, the inhabitants of Ispahan
had to contribute 70,000 gkulls, and
Bagdad 90,000 human skulls, and that
number of people were compelled to
furnish the gkulls, But these two con-
tributions added together made only
160,000 skulls, while into the tower of
the world's wealth and pomp have been
wrought the skeletons of uncounted
numbers of the half-fed populations of
the earth—millions of skulls. Don’t
git dJown at your table with five or slx
courses of abundant supply and think
pothing of that family in the next
gtreet who would take any one of those
five courses between soup and almond
nuts and fee]l they were in heaven. The
lack of the right kind of food Is the
cause of much of the drunkenness.
After drinking what many of our groe-
ers sall coffee, sweelaned with what
many call sugar, and eating what many
of our bhutchers eall meat, and chewing
what many of our bakers call bread,
many of the laboring class feel so
miserable they are tempted to put mto
their nasty pipes what the tobaccon-
ist calls tobacco, or go intp the drink-
Ing saleons for what the rum sellers
eall beer. Gond coffee would do much
in deiving eut bad rum.

How cam We sérve cur generation
with enofigh to eat? By sitting down
In emproidered slippers and lounging
baeck In en anm chair, our mouth puek-

ared up around a Havana of the best
brand, and through clouds of Iuxuriant
smoke reading about political economy
and the philosophy of strikes? Oh, no!
By finding out who in this city has
been living on gristle, nnd sending
than o tenderloin beefsteak. Seek out
gome family, who through slckness or
conjunction of misfortunes, have not
enough to eat, and do for them what
Christ did for the hungry multitudes
of Asin Minor, multiplying the loaves
.and fishes, Lot us quit the surfeiting
of ourselves until we cannot choke
down another crumb of cake, and be-
gin the supply of others' necessities,
So far from helping appease the world's
hunger, ars those whom Isalgh de-
serlbes as grinding {he faces of the
poor. You have seen a farmer or a
mechanic put a scythe or an ax on a
grindstone, while someone was turn-
ing it round and round and the man
holding the ax bore on It harder and
harder, while the water dropped from
the grindstone, and the edge of the ax
from being round and dull, got keener
and keener, So I have seen men who
were put ageinst the grindstone of
hardship, and while one turned the
erank, another would press the unfor-
tunate harder down and harder down
until he was ground away thinner and
thinner—his comforts (hinner, his
prospects thinner, and his face thinner.
And Isalah shrieks out: “What mean

ye that ye grind the faces of the
poor "

» * @B
But, alas! where are the good
clothes for three-fourths of the

human race? The other one-fourth
have appropriated them. The fact
fs, there  needs: to be and
will be, a redistribution. Not by anar-
chistle violence, If outlawry lad its
way, it would rend and tear and dimin-
igh, until, instead of three-fourths of
the world not properly attired, four-
fourths would be In rags, I wlill let
you know how the redistribution will
take place. By generosity on the part
of those who have a surplus, and in-
creaged industry on the part of those
suffering from deficit. Not all, but the
large majority of cases of poverly in
this country are n result of idleness or
drunkenness, either on the part of the
present sufferers or their ancestors.
In most cases the rum jug is the mael-
strom that has swallowed down the
livélihood of those who are In rags.
But things will change, and by gen-
erosity on the part of the crowded
wardrobes, and industry and sobriety
on the part of the empty wardrobes,
there will be enough for all to wear,

God has done his part toward the
dressing of the human race, He grows
a surplua of wool on the sheep’s back,
and flocks roam the mountaing and
valleya with a burden of warmth in-
tended for trangference to human eom-
fort, when the shuttles of the factorjes,
reaching all the way from Chatta-
hoochee to the Merrimae, shall have
spun and woven It. In white letters of
snowy fleece God has been writing for
a thousand years, his wish that there
might be warmth for all nations. Whila
others are discussing the effoct of high
or low tariff, or no tariff at all, on wool,
you and I had better see if In our
wardrobes we have nothing that we
can spare for the suffering, or pick out
some poor lad of the street and take
him down to a clothing store and fit
him out for the season, Gospel of
ghoes! Gospel of hats! Gospel of
clothes for the naked!

Agaln, let us look around and see
how we may Berve our generation,
What shortsighted mortals we would
be if we were anxious to clothe and
feed only the most insignificant part
of a man, namely, his body, while wa
put forth no effort to clothe and feed
and save his soul, Time Is a little
plece broken off a great eternity., What
are we doing for the souls of this pres-
ent generation? Letme say it Is a gen-
eration worth saving. Most magnifi-
cent men and women are in it. We
make p great ado about the improve-
ments in navigation, and in locomotion,
and in art and machinery, We re-
marlk what wonders of telegraph and
telephone and the stethoscope. What
improvement 1s electrlc lght over &
tallow candle! DBut all these {m-
provements ara Insignificant compared
with the improvement In the human
race. In olden times, once in a while,
a great and good man or woman would
come up, and the world has made A
great fuss about it ever since; but now
they are g0 numerous, we scarcely
gpenk about them. We put a halo
about the people of the past, but I
think if the times demanded them, it
would be found we have now living In
this wear, 1888, fifty Martin Luthers,
fitty George Washingtons, fifty Lady
Huntingdons, fifty RElizabeth Frys.
During our eclvil war more splendid
warriors In North and South were de-
veloped in four years than the whole
world developed in the previous twen-
ty vears. 1 challenge the 4,000 years
before Christ and a%&o the eighteen
centuries after Christ to show me the
equal of charity on a large scale of
George Peabody. This generation of
men and women s 'more worth sav-
Ing than any one of the 180 genera-
tlons that have passed off. Where shall
we begin? With oursslves, That is
tke pillar from which we must stast,
Prescott, the blind historlan, tells us
how Pizarro saved his army for the
right when they were about deserting
him, With his sword he wmade a long
mark on the ground. He sald: “My
men, on the north side are desertlon
and death; on the south side is victory;
on the north side Panama and pov-
erty; on the south gide Peru with all
its riches, _ for yowrselves; for
my part T go to the south,” Stepping
across the line one by ene his troops
followed, and finally his whole army.

The sword of God's truth draws the
dividing line today. On one slde of it
are sin, and ruin and death; en the
other side of it are pardon anfl useful-
ness aud happiness aod heaven. You
ecrogs froen the wrong side to the right

ktldtr. and yowr family wiil crosa With
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You, and your friends and vour moJ
clates, The way you go they wiil go.
If we are not saved, we will never save
any one glga, ¢ * ¢ I

Why will you keep ua all so nervous
talking about that which is only a
dormitory and an pillowed slumber,
canopled by angels’ wings? Sleep!
Transporting sleep! And what a glo-
rious awakening! You and I have
sometimes been thoroughly bewllderad
after a long and fatigulng journey; woe
have stopped at a friend's house for the
night, and after hours of complete un-
congclousnéss woe have opened our eyea,
the high-risen sun full in our faces,
and before we counld fully collect our
faculties, have sald; *“Where am I;
whoge house Is this, and whose are
these gardens?' And, then, it hu1
flashed upon us fn glad reality,

And T should not wonder if, after wa
have served our generatlon, and by the
will of God, have fallen on aleep, tha
deep sleep, the restful sleep, we should
awaken in bLlissful bewllderment, and|
for a little while say: “Where am I?
What palace is this? Why, this looks
like heaven! It Is; it is, Why, there
is a bullding grander than all the cas-
tles of earth heaved Into a mountalin of|
splendor—that must be the palace of
Jesus, And look there, at those walk!i
lined with follnge more beautiful than
anything T ever saw before, and ees|
those who are walking down those
alsles of verdure, From what I have|
heard of them, thoss two arm and l.rm]
must be Moges and Joshua, him of
Mount Sinaf and him of the halting sun
over Gibeon, And thoge two walking
arm fn arm must ba John and Paul,
the one so gentle and the other &0
mighty.

“But I must not look any longer at
those gardens of beauty, but examin
this bullding in which I have just
awakened, I look out of the window!
this way and that, and up and down,’
and I find It is 2 mansion of Immense
slze in which I am stopping, All its
windows of agate and {ts colonnades of
porphyry and alabaster. Why, I won-
der If this Is not the 'House of many
Mangions,' of which 1 used to read?
It is; It Is, Thers must be many of
my kindred and friends in this very
manslon, Hark! Whose are thosel
volces? Whose are those bounding
feet? I open the door and see, and lo!
they are coming through all the cor-
rldors and up and down all the stalrs,
our long-absent kindred. Why, thera
ig father, there Is mother, there are the
children. All well again. All young
again. All of us together again. An
a8 we embrace each other with the
cry, ‘Never more to part; never more Lo
part,” the arches, the alcoves, the hall-
waya echo and re-echo the, words
‘Never more to part, never more to
part!" Then our glorifled friends say:
‘Come out with us and gee heaven.
And, gome of them bounding ahead of
us and soma of them skipping hesida
us, we start down the [vory stalrway,
And we meet, coming up, one of the
kings of anclent Israel, somewhat
small of stature, but having & coun-
tenance radiant with a thousand vleto-
ries. And as all are making obelsants
to this great one of heaven, 1 cry out,
‘Who is he?" and the answer comes:
‘This Is the greatest of all kings; It is
David, who, after he had served his
generation by the will of God, fell on
sleep.' "

|

Gratefal Wrens.

An Illinois gentleman sends to tha
Montreal Herald a pretty bird story:
Clese to my window, as 1 write this, I
gee a wren's nest. Three years ago 1
drove some nafls in a shelterad cor-
ner; a palr of wrens built their nest
there. The old birds often come into
my office and sing. One of them has
repeatedly alighted on my desk as 1
have been writing, saying plainly by
his actions, “You won't hurt me. We
are friends,” A few years sinee, In &
knot-hole In a dead tree, near a path
from my office to my house, lived a
family of wrens, with whom I had
formed a very intimate acquaintance.
One day, while I was passing in a hur-
ry, I heard the two old birds uttering
eries of fear and anger, and as I got
past the tree one of them followed me,
and by its peculinr motions and cries
fnduced me to turn back, I examined
the nest and found the young birds all
right, looked intp the tree's branches,
but saw no enemles there, and started
away. Both birds then followed me
with renewed cries, and when I was o
few vards away they flew (n front of
me, fluttered a moment, and then dart-
ed back to the tree, Then one of them
came back to me, fluttering and crying,
then darted from me near to the
ground under the tres. I looked, and
there lay a rattlesnake coliled ready to
strike. I secured a stick and killed
him, the wrens looking on froem the
tree; and the moment I did so, they
changed their song to a lively, happy
one, seeming to say, “Thank you!" in
every note.

A @haritable Duclies. .

The Duchess of Portland Is an smntir-
ing charity worker, and ber name has
headed many & list of patronesses of
bazaars and church soclal aTalrs,
While she 18 seven duchesses Yehind
the Duchess of Marlborough, the Is
said to be the greatest duchwss in
England. Fer popularity is sorethiag
tremendous. * As most will rer*amber,
she was Miss Yorke, and her "apturs
of the wealthy, good-looking d%ke was
one of the greatest catches Jver xe-
corded In the annals of gosaip tattling

wnd

= ¥ m ik
No small portion of the tkeplleism
of the present day is o wtle
impression made by the MHed pr
cal arts and In ~Rer. Q. P
Flaher. - |_“ :ik'
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